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A Y or\sbire Tragedy, 

'Ser . Why fir, a gentleman from the Vniuerfity &tfes 
below to fpeake with you. 

H«/.From the Vniuetlity ffbjVniuerfity, 

That long word runs through me. Exit. 

IVtfe.Was euer Wife lo wretchedly befet ? 

Had not this newes ftept in betweene, the point 
Had oflFeredviolence vnto my breft. 

That which feme women call great mifery. 

Would fhew but little here : would fcarfe be fecne 
Among my miferies : I may compare 
For wretched fortunes, with all Wiues that are, 
Nothing will plcafe him,vntill all he nothing. 

He callcs it 'fiauetyto.be preferd, 

A place of credit?. a bafe fernitude. 

What (hall become of me, and my poore children ? 
Two here, and one at nnrfe,my pretty beggers, 

I fee how mine with a palfie hand 
Begins to fhake the ancient feat to duft : 

The heauy weight of forrow,drawes my lids 
Ouer my dankilh eyes : I can fcarfe fee ; 

Thus greefe will laft,it wakes and fleepes with me. 
Enter the Husband with the Majler of, the Co Hedge. 
Hof. Pleafe y ou draw neere fir,y’arc exceeding 
welcome. 

Mai.Yh&ts my doubt, I feare I come not to be wel- 
come. 

Huf. Y es,howfoeuer. 

Mai.Tis not my fafhion fir ,to dwell in long circum- 
ftance,.but to be plaine and efFetShuall j therefore to 
the purpofe. 

The 





A Yorkshire Tragedy. 

The caufe of my fetting foorth, was pittious St la- 
mentable j that hopefull young gentleman your bro- 
ther ,whofe vertues we all louedeerely, through your 
default and vnnaturail negligence, lies in bond execu- 
ted for your debt, a prifoner, all his ftudies amazed, 
his hope ftrook dead, and the pride of his youth muf- 
fled m thefe darke clouds ofoppreflion, 
//#/lHum,hum,hutn. 

Maifi. Oh you hauekildthe towardefi hope bf all 
our Vniuerfity, wherefore without repentance and a- 
mends, exped pandorus and fuddaine iudgments to 
fall gricuoufly vpon you 5 your brother, a man who 
profited in his diufee imploy ments, .and might haue 
made- ten thoufand foulcs fit for heauen,nowby your 
carelefiecourfes caftinprifon, which you mirftan- 
fwere for, and afiiire your fpirit it will come home at 
length. Huf Oh God, oh. 

MaA/Vite men thinke ill o fyou,others-fpeake ill of 
yoir,no man loues you, nay^euenthofe whom hone- 
fiy condccnncs, condcmneyou: and take this from 
the vertuous affedion I beare yourbrother, nfeuer 
looke for profperous houre, good thought , quiet 
fleepes, contented tvalkes, nor any thing that makes 
man perted,til you redeeme him .'What is your an- 
fwer.how will you bellow him ? vpon defperate mife- - 
ry,or better hopes ? I fuffer till I heare youranlwere. 

/3»/.Sir, you haue much wrought with me, I feele 
you in my foule.you are your arces mailer, 
I-neuerhad fence til nowjyour fillables haue cleft me 
Botbfor your words and pains I thanke you;I cannot 

but 





